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FRONTPOINTS: 


The climbing and walking world is, 
like most other worlds, continually 
beset with an absolute welier of 
controversies. Or at least it likes to 
think it is. Yet more often than not, 
these so-called “controversies” take 
the form of snooze-inducing debates 
aboutclimbing “ethics” (eg. did or did 
not Rudolph Bultmann place the 
expansion bolts up the front of the 
Cruachan Dam?). Or sibling-rivalry 
bickering between the various out- 
door magazines (eg. just why do the 
two tedious glossies, 7/e Great 
Inooors and Clamberer in’ Hambler 
operate outof the same East Kilbride 
office: could they by any chance be 
the same?). Or even puny, pathetic 
attempts to incorporate the hills into 
news and current affairs - with the 
tabloid emphasis resting firmly on the 
affairs (eg. did John McCarthy use 
Backhill of Bush or Shiel of Castle- 
maddy for his bothy hideaway from 
the prying eyes of the world’s press, 
and did his pal Jill join him over 
abeanfeast-filled Trangia’). 


STRONG 


The real issues, the ones endlessly 
debated in the pubs, clubs and 
tearooms of the north, rarely if ever 
receive an airing. Like isn’t it about 
time we had ahillwalking World Cup? 
After all, by early 1992, football, 
rugby and cricket will all have had 
their quadrennial jamborees. 
Certainly if the recent TAC mailbag is 
anything to go by, there is a strong 
lobby for this - or atleastfor a national 
squad of Munrobaggers willing and 
able to take on the world and lose. 
The only real hitch seems to be how 
to prevent Frank “Wild Years” Bough 
fromgetting the linkperson’sjob. 


AND 


And the reason for mentioning all 
these less than inspiring issues? 
Precisely because another non- 
event has been steadily stockpiling 
column inches over the past few 


weeks: the stunning, stirring, world- 
shattering discovery that Foinaven 
mightjust have ended it’s ten million 
year initiation stint as an ordinary, 
quietly anonymous hilland suddenly, 
overnightly, qualified for that 
peerage among peaks: Munro 
Status. Indeed, the Munros are not 
that dissimilar to the House of Lords: 
there are far too many of them for a 
Start; admission is only by long-held 
tradition or, as in this case, by the 
backdoor route of the New Satellite 
Honours List; and, when all’s said 
and done, they’re bugger all use to 
anybody, especially north of the 
border. 


EAGER 


Yet here we all are, gleefully poring 
over Rennie McOwen in Scotland on 
Sunday, over Tam Weir in The Tam 
Weir Magazine and undoubtedly 
soon over Jack “Urban Moliere” 
McLean in the Herald, eager to find 
out the latest on the great bastion of 
the north (Foinaven thatis, notSorley 
MacLean). Suddenly the hillwalking 
fraternity has been thrown into a 
frenzy, has gone apoplectic with an 
aneroid: does the latest Ordnance 
Survey rethink push the vital spot 
height of Ganu Mor above the god- 
given 3000’ Plimsoll Line and into the 
realm of immortals such as Geal 


Charn, Geal Charn and...em...Geal 
Charn? Does it? Does it? The public 
need to know! 


ARABS 


This time it’s even worse then when 
Beinn Teallach received its statutory 
boot up the Corbetts in the mid- 
eighties. Should Foinaven indeed 
transpire to havejoined the elite, then 
it wouldn’t have become just any old 
Munro, but that most precious of 
objects, the most northerly Munro. 
The fact that it appears to be little 
more than a gneiss boulder’s throw 
beyond good old Ben Hope is a 
situation which has in itself thrown 
the baggers and cartographical 
pedants of this world into orgasmic 
squeals of excitement. War rages in 
Jugoland, Arabs and Jews squabble 
over land-for-peace, Gavin Hastings 
misses an absolute sitter, yet all that 
folkcan find to getworked up aboutis 
whether or nota muckle stony bing in 
Sutherland is inches over or under 
the 914mcontour. 


NEEDED 


There isn’tthe time, space or motiva- 
tion here to discuss the ecological 
disaster that began to befall 
Foinaven the moment it was mooted 
as a citizen of that great Munropolis, 
Baggio City. All that can be hoped is 


thatthe heightis only fractionally over 
the mark, because then it will only 
take a few thousand ascents by bug- 
eyed zealots before it's worn back 
down to tranquillity again. But even 
that will of course take some time, 
time in which the Butterfields and 
McNeishs of this world will rake in a 
few coppers more by churning out 
“urgently-needed” redrafts of their 
trainspotting guidebooks. 


BIVVYBAGS 


But fear not, all is not lost: TAC 
readers can rest assured in their 
bivvybags that the obvious commer- 
cial possibilities of this matter will not 
lead their favourite fanzine astray 
and into temptation. Our comments 
have been studiously confined to this 
one small editorial. There will be 
absolutely no mention of Foinaven 
from this point on. 


The Scunnert Munroist 
by Dave McFadzean 


A’ma puir retired Munroist, whae thocht he’d din his lot, 
and 0’ weekends baggin at Munros, A had lang syne forgot, 
but noo up tae Rhiconich, or Loch Stack, A’ Il hae tae trot 


for some silly sods wae a satellite hae managed a new Munro 
tae plot. 


Noo satellites are a’ richt and weall for watching Sky TV, 


for then we don’t need tae watch ‘‘The Munro Show’’ or 
McGregor on BBC; 


but this latest ploy has got us beat, jist you wait and see: 


aye, it’s only a matter o’ time before it’s taen up wae the SMC. 


And their journal will print orders, frae Donaldson and Broon 
tae be read by irate Munroists, frae a’ the country roon, 
that if yer still fit and able, they’ ll grant ye this boon, 


ye’ll still be ca’ed a Munroist if ye visit Foinaven’s summit 
croon. 


Noo some peaks A thocht micht be promoted, tae become 
Munros someday, 


for Mither Earth’s ayeways shiftin, and boffins are aye at 
play, 

and A thocht on Beinn Dearg in Torridon, or Knoydart’s 
Sgurr a’ Choire-Bheithe 


but why did they choose Foinaven? - it’s hellish far away. 


Aye, A thocht ma quest wis ower, A had obtained ma Golden 
Fleece, 


and that A could hing up ma ice axe and retire tae live in 
peace; 
but this game drags on forever, will it never cease? 


Aye, it’s a lang wiy tae Rhiconich when ye stiy doon near 
Dumfries. 


But there will be nae escape, nae matter whae yer frae, 


there’s the lang drive tae Rhiconich, and the trudge up the 
brae; 


but A will hae the last laugh, when Foinaven’s hichts A gae, 


for though A’ll hae din anither Munro, they’ll be a Corbett 
less tae dae. 


The Angry Corrie is frequently accused of rampant sexism, an allegation which it is 
futile to deny as we have obviously filled our pages with derogatory references to 
female hillwalkers and laddish innuendo. Undeterred by these accusations Perkin 
Warbeck now presents his most sexist - and, some would say, sexiest - article yet: 


20 Things you need to know about beards. 


..determined to get to the bottom of the intriguing question - why oh why do 90 % 
of the guys you meet on hills have one? 


1. It is not known who invented beards. According to William Blake (a favourite of the Corrie team) God has one and that 
would certainly be the first. As to who was the first human, obviously Esau is a good candidate. Bible scholars will 
remember that Jacob wore the skin of an animal to impersonate Esau. Equally ancient is Jerry Garcia of the pop group 
Grateful Dead. Moving on in time, the first connection with hill walking and beards has probably got to be Moses who 
climbed Mount Sinai sporting a veritable forest if we are to believe Cecil B de Mille. He then came down to find his 
mates dancing round a cow. Funnily enough that has happened to me a couple of times. 


2. In Greek Mythology Zeus had a beard which was cut off by Diogenes in their dispute over ownership of the Horm of 
Plenty. Diogenes then threw the beard into the sea where it was found by the passing Argonauts. They were able to spin 
the fibres into the ropes which were used to haul the Wooden Horse of Troy. 


3. It is a strange aspect of beardwearing that the surfeit of facial hair correlates in a statistically significant way with 
absence of tonsorial hair. (i.e. all beardies are baldy ) 


4. There is of course the hoary old tale about how baldies (and by association beardies) are more 

virile. This is because hair loss is linked with slightly raised levels of testosterone. Big deal chaps. Kit out Murdo 
What’s the point in all this testosterone pumping round your bloodstream (I hope it’s the in the Beard 
bloodstream it pumps round) if you’re sitting in a festering bothy somewhere 40 miles from of your choice 
female company and 14 days from your last bath. (Hey, watch it! - baldy bearded Ed) 


5. It would appear that beard wearers are often proud of their hirsutia (see D MacFadzean in 
TAC3: ‘‘Bearded and proud 0’ it’’). This seems a slightly strange attitude. Is anyone proud of the 
hair growing from their oxters or other unmentionable parts of the body? 


6. Famous beardies in history have included Redbeard, Blackbeard and Bluebeard. How they got 
these exotic colours is unknown. The most common sights in Scottish bothies are 
Tomatosoupbeard, Snotterbeard and Obscurebitofpastabeard. 


7. In winter conditions the beard occasionally becomes an attractive object by virtue of being 
covered up by icicles and lending a kind of Ice Warrior aspect to the wearer. Even on fairly inoffensive days a passing 
resemblance can be acquired to Reinhold Messner on top of Everest. 


8. Famous non-beardies in history have included Albert Einstein, Johann Cruyff, Randy Newman and Daniel Ortega. 
A pretty cool bunch of cats to be in with. 


9. What exactly is the Moustache and how does it relate to the Beard? While requiring a whole article to itself, this 
intriguing question must be at least touched on. Few hillwalkers affect the solitary moustache, favouring instead what 
Prince Charles calls ‘‘the full set’’. Famous moustache wearers include Freddy Mercury, Hitler, Charlie Chaplin and 
Clark Gable - although his ‘‘pencil thin’’ version again requires a whole separate category . 


10. In the same category as the Pencil Thin Moustache is the so-called ‘‘Designer Stubble’’. This is thought by many to 
have been invented by George Michael, but fans of the Clint Eastwood Spaghetti Westerns will know better. 


11. One of the most famous beard incidents in history was when Sir Francis Drake, an English sailor, ‘‘singed the King 
of Spain’s beard’’. Sadly this practice has fallen into disfavour and the only English people who meet the King of Spain - 
ie. Prince Charles and Lady Di - are more likely to accept a ride on his jetski than singe his beard. Actually I’m not sure 
he even has a beard. The only beard singeing going on nowadays occurs as hungry walkers bend over their trangias. 


12. Top scientists estimate that 0.001 watts of heat loss are averted for every square centimetre of beard. In one minute 
this equates to the amount of energy used to say ‘‘Why Antonio, many a time and oft upon the Rialto thou didst void thy 


rheum upon my beard’’. 


13. The halcyon days of the beard were of course the late sixties. Che Guevara was on everyone’s wall and the beard 
had never been more desirable. Pop Musicians were quick to follow and the circle was completed when it was realised 
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that Rolf Harris had inspired Guevara in the first place. 


14. Scientists have struggled to explain why only men grow beards. A current 
expert Professor Aldus Shienhortz of Vienna University’s Department of Human 
Anatomy told a TAC reporter ‘‘Most of us Scientists now believe that the beard is 
a result of the male hormone ‘lagergen’. This starts pumping round the body at 
puberty and causes a deepening of the voice, an interest in DIY, a curious 
obsession with the numbers and letters that follow the words Ford Escort, and of 
course the Beard’’. Prof Shienhortz’s results are of course very controversial, but 
it should be noted that the latter two effects are indeed both present in 
Munrobagging. 


15. In times past it was necessary for Scots to grow beards in order to frighten the 
English - e.g. Rob Roy McGregor, Robert the Bruce, Danny McGrain. However 
this is less necessary now and anyway beardies these days seem to inspire derision 
rather than fear - obvious examples being Noel Edmonds, Jeremy Beadle and Paul 
D’Aniels (Hat's a wig not a beard - Ed). 


16. Just as the beardwearers laspe into the mystical to justify their position, so the 
other side occasionally stray from the straight and narrow too. For example, a 
current advert for the Gillette razor tells us: ‘‘Gillette, the best a man can get’’. 
We think that if we polled our male readership for how they would spend their last 
3 minutes on earth, scraping their face with a sharp bit of metal might not be top. 


17. Is there some sort of notion among baggers that the beard helps keep you 
warm? If so, when did you last see an eskimo with a beard ? 


18. A not-very-famous hillwalker called John Dow once claimed that beards 
constituted an artificial aid to climbing. Whilst this is quite a useful slag of beards, 
the same could equally well be said of sex aids and bondage gear, yet you never 
hear people whingeing on about them, do you now? 


19. Quite apart from God having one, there is an obvious correlation between 
religion and beards (e.g. Jews, Amish etc). And of course Munro Bagging is the 
modern religion that so obsesses the staff of your fanzine. In their case it probably 
comes from the text: ‘‘And Sir Hugh, the Queen’s messenger, was an hairy man 
and nary a razor skelped his face from November unto May’’. 


20. Men with beards all tend to look the same. Who can honestly say that they can 
tell the difference between Karl Marx and W G Grace? This could lead to very 
dangerous situations when hillwalking on busy routes; it is very easy to acquire a 
member of another party and lose one of your own. The homogeneity of the 
hillwalking beard is at fault here, and a few people really need to cultivate a 
Jimmy Hill or a Frank Zappa for safety’s sake. 


Ln view of the fact that all famous left-wingers have beards - e.g. Karl Marx, Fidel Castro, Lenin, 
Dave Nellist - and that hillwalkers are similarly attired, we wonder whether the converse 1s not 
also true: are all hillwalkers Socialists? Surely someone out there, bearded or otherwise, must 
know the answer to this. Write in and let us know! 


As every walker or climber 
knows, the oldtashrioned 
Romantic [ull-authors liked 
nothing better than 
regarding the peaks and 
ridges as Thronerooms of 
the Gods, home _ to 
Mysterious Spirits and 
unseen, other-worldly 
Denizens. Similarly, a 
modern-day collector and 
coHator of Munros, whose 
writings are to be found 
elsewhere whey i these 
aces, Is Pattal to slippin 

eg the dd evan ear 
exhortation here and there. 
But Dr GW. McSharkie? 
Our very own sampler of all 
things secular? Has the 
doctor found religion? 
Heavens above! A miracle 
indeed! 


A brief note on the 
nature of religious 
experience aloft 


by 
Dr.G.W.McSharkie 


Ben Lui is a remarkable 
hill. Not least because of 
its singularity, not least 
because of its extreme 
beauty under snow. It is a 
hill I have a_ particular 
affinity for. It is on Ben 
Lui that a great adventure 
befell me. 


Consider this: a_ perfect 
winter’s day, the air so 
crisp, so clear it was like 
another place and 
another time. The blue- 
ness of the sky a jolt and 
a shock and a reason to 
be glad. The snow shifting 


all into a newness and 
simplicity of form that 
was truly thrilling. The 
Sun shone and Life was a 
Good Thing. 


AS you may have 
surmised from. the 
embarrassingly purple 
prose, I was an acolyte on 
the hill. My companion 
was an experienced 
mountaineer, and this in 
itself allowed pleasure to 
predominate over the 
anxiety of moving into the 
relative unknowns of 
snow and altitude. The 
other luxurious difference 
to the day was the pro- 
vision of transport by 
McFaddyen’s_ beloved, 
who generously donated 
her motor car. I was a pig 
in pigshit heaven. 


You know that delicious 
adrenalin surge that on a 
good day starts as you 
pull on the trusty boots 
and faff about savouring 
and anticipating the 
journey ahead? At this 
point there was no 
especial contact with 
Deity, although a degree 
of Animism may have 
suffused my generalised 
and privately uttered 
Thank You. And what of 
religion? I'd better declare 
my usual faith: none. 


Although nothing is that 
straightforward. For 
instance, I have certainly 
been God on a couple of 
occasions thanks largely 
due to the folk who made 
the Operation Julie 
wonderstuff (the poor 
sods really got thrashed 
for their trouble). Ah, I 


hear you say, blasphemy 

or psychosis, the doctor’s 
sick. Uch, not really - and 

any shred, shard or speck 

of delusion was to be well 

dispelled by the day’s 

events. 


McFaddyen had a good 
laugh at the way Id 
attached the borrowed 
iceaxe to my rucksack, 
and then we were off. The 
car was parked in Glen 
Lochy and we made our 
way onto the hill by 
initially tracking the Eas 
Daimh through the (not 
sufficiently) blasted 
forestry until open slopes 
greeted us. 


Well, from then on all I 
recall was the sensual 
pleasure of movement. 
The snow was of perfect 
stepkicking consistency, 
the Sun continued to 
shine, and I felt like a 
cross between Indiana 
Jones and Sherpa 
Tenzing. As we neared the 
top and the slope became 


more pronounced, so too 
did McFaddyen’s roleplay 
of wise old crag rat. We 
adopted a stern fifty- 
steps-and-rest routine 
which, I suppose, __ pre- 
vented us getting the 
bends or scurvy or the flu. 
Anyway, this was all 
absolutely fantastic and I 
was avery happy chap. 


Without any warning 
whatsoever, God arrived 
on the hill. 


This in itself may not 
immediately indicate the 
life threatening ramifica- 


tions that instantly came 
to pass. Suffice to say we 
are talking Old Testa- 
ment. No cheery hyper 
Santa on this hill. The 
Mighty Yahweh first 
smote then He smit then 
He smat the mountain, 
and Yea, Verily did He not 
then repeat of the 
smoting, smiting and 
smating thrice times 
thrice. (And just in case 
anyone is getting the 
wrong idea, that was just 
fine by me.) However, I 
feel that for those less 
fortunate than myself and 
McFaddyen, some detail 
might at least give a 
humble simulation of our 
uplifting experience. 
nothing 


else, the following may 
help YOU spot a religious 
experience aloft: 


7. Yahweh has a very very 
loud voice. It is beyond 
me to know what he was 


saying. 
2, He was accompanied 


by a mighty Host who did 
pluck and rend both us 


= 


and all about us. 


& We crawled on our 
bellies and clutched at the 
ground. 


4. As He drew breath to 
shout in His own 
exultation, the very air in 
our lungs was sucked 
forth leaving only 
dizziness. 


3. The half-seen presence 
stung and lashed our eyes 
until they swole to close 
out that which is not for 
human sight. 


6. Azrael considered us. 


We made our way quickly 
(fell) down the hill. About 
a thousand feet below we 
careered out of the God 
Zone considerably the 
worse for wear, but, I’m 
sure, much better people. 
McFaddyen had a pair of 
Dachstein mitts and in 
the palm of one was a 
hole 10mm across. I 
looked as if I'd done a 
couple of rounds with an 
able and willing pugilist. 


Both of us had clothing 
ripped by our intimate 
and highly frictional 
progress across terra 
firma. We estimated our 
acquaintance with 
Divinity to have lasted no 
more than ten minutes, 
although, to be honest, 
we both admitted to 
entering a strangely time- 
less state. 

A final query: is auto- 
eroticism when you kiss a 
car? 


OH NO.....1IT’S THE TAC CHRISTMAS QUIZ!!! 


Super 1st prize - Murdo Munro T-Shirt (see page 77 for details). 
2nd prize - 1 year’s free subscription to TAC. 


Draw to be made at the Bells on Hogmanay. First two all-correct entries out of the balaclava will win, or 
nearest incorrect entries should no-one get all 8 questions right. State whether L or XL T-shirt preferred. 


Entries to TAC, House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL no later than 30/12/91. Editors and 
employees of TAC, together with family and friends of Murdo Munro, need not bother competing. 


1. The shortest variant of the tourist path onto which well known Munro includes a 25’ vertical metal ladder? 


2. Where in the Highlands, other than Glen Coe, are there hotels named The Clachaig and The Kingshouse, 
approx. 9 miles apart? 


3. Odd one out, and why: Sgorr Dhonuill, Andrewhinney Hill, Carn Ealasaid, Sgurr Fiona, Ben Challum. 
4. Name the most easterly 2000’ hill wholly within Scotland. (Clue: could have been included as part of Q3.) 


5. There was once a famous edition of the late Russell Harty’s chatshow in which he was physically assaulted 
by Grace Jones. Who was the other, hillwalking-related, guest that evening? 


6. Connection please between the recent Kincardine and Deeside by-election and the late lamented vistor’s 
book in Ossian’s Cave in Glen Coe. 


7. Name shared by an Indian city on the fringe of the Himalaya and an Ayrshire mining village on the fringe of 
Galloway? 


8. How many toes does Reinhold Messner have? 7 


Well here we are, (8 that time of year once again. The half-dozen non- 
coniferous trees in Scotland have dropped their leaves, all the iitile 
birdies have twittered off to warmer clines, American Footballs on the 
lelly every Sunday evening, and the nolis are fair drawing in. So, as the 
Lack end of autumn merges seamlessly as ever with the front end of 
winter, and as 1992 slouches towards Hogmanay to be bom, ts high 
time for your exclusive TAC refresher course ot.. 


...WINTER CLIMBING SKILLS. 


No.1 - Getting up in the morning. 


You all know the story. Alarmclocked at six a.m., stir into a modicum of wakefulness, lean over to prise apart 
the curtains, peer out. Dark. Darkdark. Even the sodium glow of the streetlamps is pitch black. And will be for 
two, maybe three more hours. Perhaps it will never get light. Never ever. Always dark. Yet the day’s most 
important decision is upon you here and now, even though you are still a fully fledged resident of Sleep City, 
the place where Freudian snakes eat fish suppers in red telephone boxes. To climb or not to climb, that is the 
question. Whether ‘tis nobler in the murk to clamber clumsily out of bed, de-ice the boots and nikwax the car, 
or to roll back under the blankets, let the curtains slam shut behind you and return to dreams of drams and of 
leading the joint SAS-Bridge of Weir Expedition to the top of Nanga Parbat for their eleventh 8000-er of the 
weekend. The choice is yours and yours only: should | stay or should | go? Now. 


It was pouring late the night before, but what’s it doing now, in the black-hole-like hours before dawn? Hours 
so wee and small as to almost be eligible for milk tokens, hours when the weather, or at least all civilised 
means of monitoring it, seems to be in abeyance. Are the streets damp? Has that No.59 bus got its wipers on? 
Is that the wind howling eerie forbodings of doom or merely the dodgy plumbing upstairs? Snap on the radio 
for a forecast. Open University. Module 62B. The sociological and demographic significance of the first post-war 
census. In Warrington. Just what you need. Snap radio off again. Stagger through to kitchen and grope for 
so-called Mountainline number pinned to wall. Fumble-phone it. Smugsounding St.Andrew’s Uni tapeloop tells 
you all about wind speeds, precipitation levels and occluded fronts for 24 hours up to six p.m. yesterday. Fat 
lot of bloody good that is. And 36p down the privately industrialised drain. 


But there’s worse to come: the fact that you are not alone pitches you onto the very Alligin’s horns of a 
dilemma. Two scenarios: your sleeping partner harbours no aspirations of upward mobility, wishing instead to 
stay serenely mattressed in Slumberland. How to adequately wake yourself and yourself only? Certainly kicking 
over your iceaxe and stepping barefoot - ouch! - on those crampons doesn’t help. Alternatively, s/he had 
rashly, previous eveningly, expressed the pleasure of your out-of-doors company. This is the trickier of the two 
options, open to huge dangers: your home, your relationship, your physical and mental wellbeing are all at risk 
if you fail to keep up the repayments on this one. First to wake him/her soothingly, alluringly. Then, without 
having even convinced yourself as to the unseen morning’s good intentions, you must compile a watertight, 
Beltramian case to persuade The Other. Yes yes it’s lovely and calm and crisp and clear (drizzle dribbles down 
window). No wind at all (Hurricane Murdo howls menacingly). There’s no real rush but the sooner we’re 
moving the better (come on get up you lazy bastard). 


At the end of the day - or, rather, at the beginning of it - you’re in what the Yanks call “a no win situation” and 
what the market gardeners choose to describe as “onto plums”. Even if you manage to cleverly outsteer the 
Corrievreckan of early morning domestic whirlpoolery, there’s no guarantee of blissful meteorological plain 
Sailing thereafter. Your hillwalk could indeed prove to be a crystalclear cramponcruise along idyllic cloudinverted 
ridges, but is much more likely to be a snowslush sludgetrudge through a wind-assisted cloudbase. You are left 
pathetically clutching at the flimsy edifice of weather lore, with its irritating habit of straitjacketing wisdom into 
rhyming couplets: Red sky at night/shepherd’s delight; Bright too soon/rain by noon; Michael Fish/talks a load of 
pish. 


There’s really nothing for it but to venture out into the dark and the unknown, to once again do battle with your 
very own obstinately immobile version of the internal combustion engine - or, if you’re a real greengo, to face 
up to the dieselfume gloom of your local bus or train station. It'll be worth it in the end, you say, pulling on full 
waterproofs even before stepping out of the doorway. Just as long as you don’t get half way up the AQ before 
realising you’ve left behind your boots/cagoule/pickle pieces/sanity. Ah, the things we do for love... 
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| read with great interest the first two issues of your fanzine and quickly noted that the name Munro appeared 
frequently but nowhere did | find, not even in the wildlife section given over to sheep, a mention of John Muir. 
Now this avoidance of the use of these four letters may indicate some deep psychological upset or it may mean 
that you have never heard of John Muir and the John Muir Trust. This would be a great pity as John Muir had a 
number of good quotes on sheep and the Trust has an interest in Munros, owning one already and coveting 
more. You may find the following quote from Muir applicable to some Munroists, but not us of course: 


“Sheep are driven into Hetch Hetchy every Spring, about the same time that an equal number of Tourists are 
driven into Yosemite; another coincident which is remarkably suggestive” - March 1873. 


Is there any evidence of sheep completing all the Munros - or all except the In.Pinn.? 
| look forward to your next issue and mention of John Muir. 

Yours etc, 

Dr Terry Isles, 

Director, John Muir Trust. 
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Ed - Never wanting to be seen to have baulked constuctive criticism, TAC team of eager young investigative 
i Sais set about remedying this omission in the grand manner. First came the discovery that a number of 
sheep were in fact driven to the top of the In.Pinn. by one of Hamish Brown’s late lamented dogs during his 
litte known coast-to-coast “Ovine Challenge”. However, as they all plummeted to Coruisk this completion was 
never ratitied by the SMC (who were also unhappy at the several ewes rumoured to be present). 


Then, even more startlingly, our in-house genealogist has unearthed Muir’s previouslly unknown pedigree. 
This shows connections with various stars of stage and screen, although thanktully not as yet with any yal 3 
Most amazing of all however, 1s that the esteemed “green-eologist’ would seem to be a great-uncle of TACS 
very own drug-crazed correspondent Dr.G.W.McSharkie - who has had to up his daily intake of the 
newly-illicit Upjohns to try and get over the shock. 


Donald McDonald Lady Sarah 
(1st Muir of Ord) Of Greene 
Peter Anne Jonathan Captain The Muir John Lucia John Courtney Grahan Theresa 
Greenaway | Hathaway Porritt Oates of Venice Muir Dilemma Muir Birch Pine Greene Greene 
The His The Her SirPeter Sir Walter Sir David Our Man in A quiet a 3rd Rachel 
Havana American Man Heyhoe - Flint 


Thief Wife Cook Lover Scott Scott beta | Byott 
Anthony Blunt+—+ Kim Philby 


Cornelius Crop-Circle 


Andrew Patrick Dame Margot 
Gannel - Hill moe Fonteyn 


7 dancing sisters 


Alfred Nat Florence Sherrif 
Marks Muir Shettleston - Harrier Muir 


Edwin Willa = Frank 
Muir Muir Muir 


Greg Jesse The Jackson The 


Norman Jackson Five Birmingham 6 


Franz Franz 
Kafka Klammer 


David Jesse Jessye 
Owen | Owens Norman 


Katerina Seb Glen 3 Sisters The Glen Alva Tilly Blair 
aang Coe Coe of Glencoe Strathfarrar4 Eagles |Menstrie Coultry Logie 

Anna .—~. Elijah Great White lan John Boo Dougie 
Bollock - Steroid Ben - Johnson Shark Woosnam- Finch Logie Boo Donnely 


Engels Robert Mrs DrGWw Baird 


Groucho Chico Zeppo Harpo Karl 
fbinastst Robinson McSharkie 


Lenin Stalin Yeltsin Kinnock (illegitimate) Joe Di Maggio (where has he gone? ) 


In nuch the saine way that Premier Division football clibs now bring out a shohtly 
amended version of thei away sirjp at the start of each season, thus plunging the most 
Joyal fans into the dilemma of whether to blow a fair whack of hard-eamed dosh on 
something they have virtually got alreaay, so tt now seems de rigueur for a new but not 
very orginal guidebook to the Munros to appear on the nations cotfeetables every twelve 
montis of so. The latest edition is the most mean-minded yet - a work so aire in 
conception and of such bland execution to have caused al previous efforts to momentarily 
shine like stars in the tirmament It has also induced in David McVey a paroxysin of 
Nostalgia for the good old days, when books all had dustwrappers, cotfeetables were 
nade Of teak, and Munros were Just plain, anonymous fills... 


ALWAYS A LITTLE FERVOUR 


On Saturdays the Glasgow Herald used to feature short pieces of writing about Scotland’s 
hills and countryside, usually by Tom Weir or Hamish Brown. They were minor but 
enjoyable, filled with a love of the hills, wildlife, flora and the peace of the quiet places. 


Now, sandwiched between the reviews of biographies of Ukrainian post-modernist poets 
and the dung-filled gardening column, you'll find the modern-day successor to these 
features: the Munro diary, based on Cameron McNeish’s Munro Almanac. Each weekend 
there’s a terse, telegrammatic series of instructions on how to climb a particular Munro, 
written rather like the directions for assembling an Airfix Spitfire. It has all the literary merit 
(and is perhaps the middleclass equivalent of) a kiddies’ Jason Donovan factfile. 
Hillwalking journalism and publishing has hit a new low. 


Ironically, it was Hamish Brown who started it all; Havshs Mountain Walk is a zestful 
piece of writing encapsulating a lifetime in the hills, rather than just the three months of his 
Munro Marathon, in its fine evocation of wildest Scotland. But this splendid piece of writing 
boosted the Munro habit more than the activities of Munro himself. The number of 
hillgoers increased, their average IQ decreased, and the books written for them reflected 
this. Titles like 74e Ailwalkers Guide to Scotland and The Best Hilwalking in Scotland 
concealed coffee-table potboilers whose coverage scarcely justified their titles. And so to 
McNeish’s book, even duller than Richard Gilbert's Memorable Munros of some years 
before. These books are aimed at the Saturday hillwalking accountants you see in 
Arrochar laybys each weekend; they tear off £150 trainers and replace them with 

enormous Zamberlans, Phil Collins or some other yuppie-rock blaring on the car stereo. 
They disappear, only to reappear six hours later, re-don the Nikes, and drive off in a blur 
of gravel, baldy Phil crooning again. They have acquired nothing of local history or culture, 

contributed nothing to the fragile Highland economy, and could tell you nothing of the 
ee animals or plants in the area. Ten years ago they’d have played squash 
instea 


OK. So the real hill-lover doesn’t crunch to the foot of hills in a BMW, and runs the grea- 
test risk of exposure when waiting for the last Glasgow train from Bridge of Orchy ona 
wet October night. What can be done to feed his or her head in the way of Scottish moun- 
tain literature? Works 


currently in print don’t re om t gf ha ite near) oh 
offer much hope, other ne Mig yest st ay Ni gee 
than Brown’s classic. : ae ew, NG 
Plodding statistics and “’ ms - soa MEG RS 
step-by-step instructions ri pat vy bebe Bd EEL 2s 


are in, not passion or 
fervour for the wild 
places. Craig Caldwell’s 
Climb Every Mountain is 
likeable, well intentioned, 
but poorly written; Martin 
Moran (7he Munros in 
Winter) is a White Settler 
who sells mountaineer- ~ 
ing instead of pottery; 
and Irvine Butterfield 
(The High Mountains) is 
irritatingly macho in 
decrying any hill without 
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a Cuillin-style profile. (He even describes some of the CAIRNGORMS as dull! People this 
unimaginative deserve a good kicking and a prize holiday of fourteen January nights at 
Inshriach Bothy.) 


Fortunately, Alistair Borthwick’s A/ways a Little Further is still in print, the only just fate for 
a classic account of working-class Glasgow hiliwalkers and climbers in the 30’s. Colourful 
characters and comic incidents mingle with accounts of squalid journeys. If you are 
irritated by the overpriced inessential hillwalking gear we are conned into purchasing, the 
simplicity of this book and its characters is for you. Tom Weir's Aigh/and Days documents 
the same era and is worth a read too. 


You'll have to dig a bit in secondhand shops or libraries to find anything by Campbell 
Steven, but his stuff is well worth searching out. 74e Story of Scotlands Hills is a 
fascinating record of man’s varied association with our hills down the ages. 4£/yoying 
Scotland is a delightful series of off-beat expeditions in the hills (eg. across Rannoch 
Moor by boat, langlauf from the Dee to the Feshie). And anything by W.H.Murray is worth 
a read. 


Don’t forget fiction. Pity the Scottish walker who hasn't ever read A7vonagved, Weir of 
Hermiston, Waverley, The Thirty-nine Steps or Witch Wood. (Or /ce Station Zebra - 
literary-minded Ed.) 


In short, next time you see a book along the lines of 7/e Good Crocheting Guide to Family 
Walks by Roger and Sally Arnjersey, boycott any shops which sells it. Hopefully, the 
trendy outdoor activity of the future will be rottweiler-baiting in hang-gliders, or something 
like that. Then we can all get back to enjoying peace and quiet. 


BE THE TRENDIEST BAGGER IN TOWNI!! 
MURDO MUNRO T-SHIRT OFFER!!! — 


Now available - large and extra-large hi-quality “Hanes” T-shirts with your favourite 
hillwalking cartoon character in glorious graphic detail. Front shows Murdo’s friendly 
bearded visage; back details his forthcoming “World Tour” around various dingy 
Highland dosses, howffs and bothies. 


di g Bes) : 
baa cORKIE 


ae) 


S 


as pO UN! 


n oe os 
a ‘ 
wel Lp TOR 5 
\z: 2a 
—- = BY 


Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. Price: 
$10 including p & p. Allow 28 days for delivery. Also on sale in Nevisport Glasgow 
and Edinburgh. Not yet available in Goretex. 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE... 


Rather than forever traipsing into your local equipment stockist to buy TAC, why 
not receive it hot off the press? S6 secures you one whole year’s worth of your falo 
fanzine (6 issues), delivered direct to your door. Address as above. A TAC 
subscription makes an ideal Christmas present for that hillwalking friend! 


. .OR GO FOR OUR GREAT TWO-IN-ONE OFFER: 


£12.50 FOR BOTH A T-SHIRT AND A FULL YEAR‘S 
SUBSCRIPTION, BOTH POST-FREE!! 


TAC - YOUR FIRST AND FINEST HILLWALKING FANZINE 
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SCOTLAND f FIRST* FINEST 
HILLWALKING FANBINE 
ea Sas 


The totally useless equipment 
guide. 


No.4: The camera. 


Bad points and features. 


* Subject, like most pieces of hillwalking equipment, to 
Hubble’s Third Law of Inverse Breakages. In other 
words, the more expensive your lens, the more likely you 
are to sit on it. 


* About as much use as a Set of golfclubs or a tube of 
Ambre Soleil once the cloud and rain come down - i.e. 
on approx. 95% of all Scottish hill days. 


* Some would say that the taking of photos demonstrates 
a misplaced possessiveness towards the hill - i.e. you 
want to take a little bit of it home with you to keep. The 
more worthy, existentialist approach is simply to leave 
the camera behind - a theory borne out by the fact that 
neither Jean-Paul Sartre, Simone de Beauvoir nor Albert 
eae have ever been seen up Sgurr nan Gillean with a 
entax. 


* Nothing fritters away precious winter daylight like a 
camera. Left a bit, right a bit, take off that daft hat, 
smile... Meanwhile the rest of the party are suffering 
initial symptoms of hypothermia due to the interminable 
wait. 


Good points and reatures. 


* At least the good oldfashioned camera is a darn sight 
better than the new-fangled camcorder. Quite apart from 
its silly hotchpotch of a name, how long before someone 
is claiming the first homemovie round of Munros, or 
Jeremy Beadle’s show features a balaclava-ed beardie 
plunging over a crag amid audience guffaws? 


* Capable of taking even a half-decent picture? Then 
prepare for a career as a famous hill-author by getting 
countless articles published in glossy climbing maga- 
zines even though you can barely string two words 
together. 


* Similarly, your half-decent photies, even if well out of 
focus, may well rake in a bit of cash by appearing in The 
Great Outdoors calendar - especially if your snaps are of 
the Malverns or Offa’s Dyke. 


* When snowholing on the Cairngorm plateau, build your 
camera into snowhole door and use it as a spying device 
should any Jehovah’s Witnesses, doubleglazing sales- 
persons or Grey Men happen to call. Make sure you 
remember to remove the lens cap first!! 
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EAS 


Baggers abroad. 
No.1: The doctor’s surgery 


Lloyd George it was who said “Politics 
is not so much a way of life, more a 
state of mind’, and the same could of 
course be said of Munrobagging. 
Clearly the thousands of anoraked 
automatons who flock to Ben Lomond 
and beyond each weekend don’t do 
so out of any great love of the hills, 
but because of a supra-conscious, 
angst-oriented fear of a_ flimsy, 
obsession-free world. And because 
they would all turn cold turkey if they 
stopped. Which begs the obvious 
question, what wouw/d baggers all do 
Li the Muriras were suddenly denied 
them...? 


* Reason for absence - \njury 
- possibly Berghaus’s Syndrome, 
Brasheritosis, or Damart nipple. 


* Alternative pastime - 


Need to visit Doc anyway, so make it 
worthwhile by doing the rounds. Take 
concept of a second opinion to its 
logical extreme by never seeing same 
GP twice. If carefully planned in 
advance, as many as 20 or 30 can 
be knocked off in a good week. 


* Where? - 


Rural practices poor - equivalent of 
Mount Keen or Ben Sgritheall in that 
you can only bag one at a time. 
Infinitely better is the inner-city health 
centre, where whole ridge systems of 
medics can be clinically bagged. Try, 
wherever possible, using intercon- 
necting surgery doors to save time. 


* Ticks in the Dook - 


Easiest way is simply to tick your way 
through the scores of doctors in local 
phonebook. Some controversy over 
regular, annual revisions, with 
several traditional, well-loved. names 
having been deleted due to not being 
real doctors in the first place (Watson, 
Finlay, Who), whilst the Hippocratic 
status of certain others is open to 
speculation (Owen, Miller, McShar- 
kie). Real aficianados prefer to use 
the GMC register, and whilst this has 
the advantage of weeding out non- 
medical doctors, some baggers 
prefer to keep these in as outlying 
tops. 


* Dream ticket - 


Being rescued by Miriam Stoppard, 
Graeme Garden and J.P.R.Williams 
from top of Meall Lighiche in a cloud 
inversion. 
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NEXT ISSUE: Baggers in love. 


They've discovered & new 
Munro, and I'm stuck down 
here in the BLACK HEART 
of ALBION 


Visaoe \¢ 
Access, sr | 


It seems the new Munro is 
FOINAVEN belonging to the DUKE 
OF EASTMINSTER. Since he isin 
London, Murdo decides fo visit him 


TREO 


A Lock this lunatic in my dungeon »Smifhers ater, Qoiting with vis 


Your Worship. may | Congratulate 
oY on Your mountain achieving \ BR 


TRNRe STATUS. IF Will Now be one 
ot the most visited hills in the Count 


i Murdo goes off fo bag the new Munro... 
NA 


This heroism willact as feevs for a PUBLIC 
SUBSCRIPTION CAMPAIGN, Foinaven will be 
BovenTt FOR THE NATION! 


We've bovghF the hill 
for the JOHN Moore 
TRUST and it's all 


solicitor. 
Apparently, my Liege , This so- 


only & MINIMAL USE OF FORCE 
if a Walker is damaging 


ng \ Wand tell The gomekee pers to lay some : 
\ WANTI-PERSONELL DEVICES around Foinaven. - 
= va A = Y wu 
fA Gen 's Sed sobtlan Ts" ahaus 
ok er 
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Damned laws in This country are 
made by PINKSS. 
BLESSED 
She would have rid vs of Such 
FEEBLE- MINDED STATUTES ! 


before him, Mytde prepares Q0on't do if, my deat chap! 
fo sacrifice hincel oe 4 We can sort if oul, 
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And sel have great 
pleasure in introducing 
MURDO MUNRO whose 
selfless action has 
sparked this campaign. 


And my friend LAURENS SUNDAY Post 
has discovered some amazing 
COSMIC VIBRATIONS on The top--- 


Got up at seven. Feeling pretty grumpy. Going away with Alex today, so that’s ey 
irksome. He’s totally unreliable in every regard, excepting his unreliability. My wife 
persecutes me with the insoluble quandary of whether I want toast or not. The Bitch. 


It’s sunny outside. That’s a bad sign. Right, I’m not going. Bastard wife cajoles me with 
facile assertions that I'll enjoy it once I get moving. Probate hoping for an Accident. She 
doesn’t understand me. Get all my crap ready, the rucksack is really heavy and my back 
is very sore and who wants to go wandering about in a totally bleak, man-damaged 
terrain anyway? I mean, do you think you're getting close to anything other than how 
utterly insignificant you really are? Or, alternatively, do you really imagine it’s possible 
to “get away from it all’? And why am I bothering with a camera and all its attendant 
shit? Take a picture of the Scottish landscape and all that’s being recorded is a graphic 
representation of sheepish appetite and human greed. Of course, glacial action is also a 
major formative influence, but what's so marvellous about millions of tons of ice scouring 
the terrain like planetery sandpaper? 


I hate it when the sun shines so early. She’s going to her work now, wishes me a good 
day, sarcastic cow. Take care, she also offers, but I know what she really means. It’s at 
lonely times like these I wish I had a dog. To kick. 


I have to be at the bus station by nine, it’s time to go. God, what a bore. Boots probably 
need nikwaxed but I can’t be bothered and there’s no way I’m usging a tin of it 
away when the weight of the camera crap is already busting my ass. (It’s so depressing to 
find oneself employing Americanisms.) I cross the voad and clump past the filled 
roll shop. The thought of food makes me want to upchuck explosively. Anger simmers at 
this ignorance, so I buy a Picnic bar on the grounds that the peanuts and raisins within it 
are virtually a meal, and stow it in my pack with a sense of responsibility discharged. I 
enjoy complete certainty that I will never eat again as I don’t really need to. A soup 
existence might be viable though. 


Of course Alex isn’t at the bus station when I get there, so my anxiety rises a notch or 
two. Obviously he’s not there because he’s much a worthless friend. I dt I've only 
known him for about twenty years, why should I expect anything? The bus pulls out, 
Alexless. He may yet appear, he has previously caught up with me on top of Ben 
Cruachan, albeit going in the opposite direction. On another occasion it was in the Pattack 
bothy two days late. He’s got his own business and is a bit of a yuppie, so I’m prepared 
to bet he’s in M & S buying expensive sandwiches and tins of wine. meet it’s a relief 
the arsehole hasn’t appeared. What are friends anyway? They are pres who drive into 
trees at 102 mph or just don’t exist. And why is it I always feel like a dick sitting in all 
this hillwalking gear on a bus with sensible folk? They go up hills too and they even 
enjoy it, but they go with Muriel. It’s hot on the bus and I’m starting to get hungry. 


We'd decided to do Vorlich, the Loch Lomond one, as a “training” hill. Haven’t bothered 
so much with winter outings recently, what with Global Warming screwing the weather 
upside down. May as Sell” stick to it in case Alex makes an effort. I can’t be hassled 
thinking of somewhere else anyway. Of course the vista from the banks of Loch Lomond 
is dreich, dreich, dreich. For a second I remember what I do for a living and want to die. 
How I hate the bus. Cramped naffness and hoi effing polloi. Have no truck nor bus with 
people and remember there is no beauty that will not tarnish and be done. 
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I cumbersomely barge down the aisle and people look at me askance as the World 
slithers and melts on the windows. I alight into drizzle. There is greyness. I knew that the 
sunshine had been a warning. 


Under the railway and onto the hill. Splotch, glitch, splotch, glitch go my boots. My boots 
with no nikwax..... Everywhere is glutinous goo. And my belly rumbles. Thank heaven I 
had the wit to stock up with supplies this morning. Right enough, the Picnic goes down a 
treat. That will definitely see me through the day. 


The drizzle is particularly wet. My stupid, far too hot, Goretex jacket is obviously a secret 
smoker given how poorly it breathes in the rain. The wind seems to be getting up. 
Personally, I don’t eve a toss for Ben Vorlich, it seems like a bloody bore to me. Not that 
I have ever seen it. I’ve been up it a couple of times though. I wonder why I’m here, then 
remember, I’m a bloody bore too. The drizzle is quite heavy now. It is raining. This 
is awful. Trudge trudge trudge. For a moment I remember what I do for a living 
and want to die. 


The World looks utterly colourless and drained. Coincidentally, that is how I feel. The 
cloud must be down to a thousand feet, I must be up at about eleven hundred. I’ll come 
clean about me and Goretex now. I don’t really believe in it but I have to buy it. Ha! not 
just ripstop Goretex: any “Hi-Tech” ripoff stuff commands my fullest attention. Which 
reminds me of the camera, the lenses, the tripod, the flashgun, the spare film, the filters 
and the fact that they will not be stirring from the rucksack. 


It’s no good, I can’t pretend any longer, my feet are wet. Also, surprisingly, I’m starving. 
This must be the absolute pits. My feet are cold and wet, the rest of me is hot and wet. 
Yes, I know I just said my feet were damp. Up yours anyway, I bet you’re not reading 
this at the mercy of the Elements. Not that Elements have any mercy. Alex utterly hates 
the rain, the sugar-plum geek (damn Yankisms again), so he can be written out of today’s 
fun-packed narrative. 


Nothing to eat now but grass, or raw sheep. Everyone knows about mad cow disease, but 
maybe I am the first in print with the shattering disclosure that if you have eaten bhoona 
lamb, a wee bit chop or even Shepherd’s Pie, then you have probably got stupid sheep 
disease. There are two primary symptons: a substantial desire to be out on the hills and a 
feeling of pleasure when one is. I haven't got it. Mind you, I think I’ve got MLE. 


Why oh bloody why am I here? My legs and feet are soaked and frozen, my belly is void, 
my back is aching, my torso overheated and sweaty. Again, I wonder, why? Suddenly it 
all becomes transparently lucid. 


For it is only at times like this, when my prevailing mood fits the prevailing 
circumstances, that I’m a child of Nature in resonant harmony with all of Creation. 
Farewell. 


Mountaineering melodies, No.2: 
“‘T have climbed the highest mountain, 
Ihave run through the telds 


tf 


only to be with you... 
Bono Vox, U2: | Still Haven’t Found What I’m Looking For 1987 


A check in Walt Unsworth’s book and a word with 
John Hunt confirm that the summit of Everest has not 
in fact felt the tread of the knee-length motorbike 
boots of the long-haired one. Messner and Habeler 
likewise deny that he was with them on their 
oxygen-free ascent, and it seems unlikely that one so 
trendy would submit to breathing 4 beeen There is, 
however, every reason to believe he has achieved the 
second line - although said motorcycle boots are not 
usually covered in shite, so he probably doesn’t make 
a habit of it. 
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$3 <a Tollowing piece, sent in a grubby envelope by a Filer 
ea caling himself Hamish Brown, is 2 good deal 
rae ge aitterent trom that upon which he has built his 
Oe (f im ~ reputation. Its about the inequities of land-use, 
5) / a” about the Disaffection of an author other than 
Kelman, and about the need ror a radical, political 
rethink of how the Highlands are to be managed. 
eal And, as such, we think it deserves an airing. So 
read on, write in, let us know your thoughis... 


The endless debates on conservation, access and everything else to do with the hills are, under the 
present system, a waste of time. It is like listening to an endless replay or a record stuck in a groove. 
Useless labour. What we need is not yet another tune, but to smash the bloody record player. 
Scotland has been emasculated (which might explain the squeaky voice), and is therefore impotent in 
dealing with its own destiny. 


This is politics of course, and everyone bends over backwards, sideways, and stands on their head to 
avoid trying to introduce politics into problems. Which is why the overall position does not change. 
Munro-baggers (Munro-haters too!) are no better than cone-gatherers. The constant talking and 
compromising merely keeps the record turning. Scotland has been taken over and is controlled by an 
external power just as surely as were the Baltic States or Poland. Then they stood up and said No. 
Scotland doesn’t, and now is the only country in Europe which has no Say in its own affairs. What 
good is our utter rejection of England’s ruling party at the polls when their interests still prevail? 


We are constantly told how dependant Scotland is, how much we gain by union. If this was true, why 
is England so reluctant to be free of us? It’s damned lies of course. Scotland is a useful place for fiscal 
experiments or dumping the world’s nuclear waste or asset-siripping our resources. We’re written off 
politically, a lost cause, so what the hell? Could you imagine the Mar Lodge saga dragging on as it did 
had the estate been in an English marginal constituency? We are treated with condescension and 
contempt. Which is all we deserve of course. We’ve been cajoled, bribed or hammered into 
subservience for hundreds of years now. Scotland is a myth. 


What other country in Europe allows its landscape heritage to be bought and sold, neglected and 
misused, by all and sundry? Hillwalking in the wilds is not a right, as in most countries, and only exists 
because we make it so. Perhaps we should make it more so? At the end of the 20th century what 
place is there for the medieval landowner set-up that exists? Over vast tracts of the Highlands the land 
is in poorer state now than it was a century ago. 


Last year the Scottish Landowners Federation hosted a press gathering at Ardverikie on Loch Laggan 
to put over their point of view. We were told, as if it were meritorious, that the estate was vital for the 
local good. After all, it supported fifteen families. As, two hundred years ago, it supported maybe five 
hundred, who’s fooling who? My cynically-made suggestions on several money-spinning lines brought 
truth to the surface: “Do you really think that would be suitable for our ambience?” That weekend 
probably did the landowners more harm than anything before or since. A publication by the 
triple-barrelled owner bore his home address - in the English midlands. (£4, whats wrong with that? - 
Derbyshire-bom Ea.) 


The system is rotten, depending on foreign richness or institutional investment, neither of which is very 
aware of Scottish traditions, of our moral right to roam our country. Or is it blatant speculation as 
we've seen with the asset-stripping of Knoydart. In no case is the land improved for the land’s sake, 
for the future good of the country itself. The government has done nothing to stop this waste of people 
and land, but then it is about as “green” as porridge. 


Apart from its obtrusive jaundice-coloured signs, I’ve a good deal of praise for Atholl Estates. There 
the population has increased and the landscape has improved. Estate taxation should be geared to 
such improvements, with generous rebates for each additional family or new home or industry - and 
fierce penalties or confiscation for those who do nothing except perpetuate their own gracious living at 
the price of continuing decay. Or perhaps the whole system should be done away with? 


Deer have to be controlled, but couldn’t smallholders and farmers do that as efficiently as under the 
(unpeopled) present system? | know of a keeper denied a wee garden in a remote glen because it 
would take one acre of 30,000 available for grazing deer. A hundred people owning these 30,000 
acres would be more commercially viable - and the land loved and lived in. 


Should second homes be permitted at all? Whether it is of an estate mansion house or a wee holiday 
home, the absentee owner is a curse to permanent settlement. There is no moral or commercial 
justification for them. Only when people live in their houses, on their own acres, permanently, is there 
real commitment. The rest is playing - as if our heritage was a toy! Trouble is, everyone joins in. Half 
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the Creag Dhu, never mind half the SMC, have second homes in Speyside now. The angry 
young men of my youth now flit from committee to committee in the endless whirl of 
bureaucracy’s rotating disc. Conservation becomes a comfy living not a crusade, pre-recorded 


messages instead of furious creation. 


Which is why matters return to my original contention that this is all wind on the crags until we 
have revolution. | can’t see it happening, though. The majority are too cosy, too selfishly 
indulgent to vote, either in the ballot box or with their bodies before the Whitehall tanks. 
Maybe | was over-generous in my initial picture. It is not a record-player we need to smash 
but a tape recorder. The machine is at the wrong speed anyway and the tape is being 
chewed up inside. Scotland is just a useless brown ribbon shimmering on the breeze, hanging 


from an alien English oak. 


TAC crossword No.1 - by Shaggy 


ye 3 see 


ACIOSS. 

7. Big bog by Glen Coe (74) 

7. Midgie pop star (3) 

& Confused pram cons useful on ice /@/ 
70. What 4 down is covered in (77 

73. Blackmount Munro (6) 

74, Neutrality? - No (¥ 

75. \sland off Mull /6) 

76. What walkers get from stalkers (3) 
77. Ridge across from Ben Nevis (77 
78. Sea bird (4) 

20. Same as 16 down (2) 

27, Winter feet warmers (5,5) 

23. Usual Scottish weather (6) 

24, Eastern Munro (3) 


Down: 
7. Extreme mountaineering (48 
2. Ben Lomond to Glasgow (7,5) 
2. Attitude to new ski developments? (6) 
4, Deer woman /¥/ 
S. Used to carry up the hill (F 
6. Two Munros called this (3,5) 
9. Bores, but not in the pub (6) 
77. Home of some furth Munros (4 
72, Get lost for them (7, 7, 7) 
76. Singularly are (2) 
78.1 down may not be /S/ 
72. What summits do out of the mist (4 
Z2, Stags and mountainbikes get into 
this (3) 


BRAES BEEFS: 
READERS’ 
LETTERS 


Dear TAC, 


My attention was drawn to the 
featuring of my name in the Murdo 
Munro cartoon in TAC3. Although 
the cartoon was a grand laugh | 
felt that the association of thoughts 
which led the hapless Murdo from 
Bette Midler to my own name was 
somewhat confused. 


Nevertheless this is an_ ideal 
opportunity for me to advocate the 
carrying of the piano-accordion by 
Munro Baggers. The piano- 
accordion is a wonderful 
instrument and there is nothing to 
touch the sound of its beautiful 
music ringing out from the summit 
of one of our lovely mountains. 
Many impromptu ceilidhs have 
started in the swirling mists on the 
tops at the sound of my own 
playing. This is the true music of 
Scotland, as Scottish as heather 
and tartan. And if a_ piano- 
accordion is brought into a bothy, 
what a night of foot-tapping 
pleasure will be afforded its 
occupants. Some might question 
the weight and bulk of the piano- 
accordion and favour a_ lesser 
instrument such as the chanter or 
mouthie, but | can assure all 
Munro Baggers that the extra 
effort is rewarded manyfold by the 
pleasure to be derived. Alas in 
recent years | myself have been 
unable to scale the lofty heights, 
but | hope that others will follow in 
the example | have tried to set. 


Yours, 
Jimmy Shand, 
Auchtermuchty. 


Send letters, articles, 
cartoons & money to: 


The Angry Corrie, 
House 48, 


170 Sandiefield Road, 
Glasgow. G5 ODL. 


Dear TAC, 


Last edition’s references to various 
items of gear need a couple of 
comments. 


Fohans. Nery handy for long, hot 
European trails because they drip 
dry in no time. Nothing else does. 
Must be backed by overtrousers on 
Scottish mountains. 


Goretex boots: Also very handy in 
hot climes. Waterproof enough for 
light showers and essential when 
your feet really have to breathe if 
you’re not to empty every gite 
d’etape or refuge hut along the 
way. 


Checked shirts: Canadians swear 
a! them - not because of the 
check, but because of the 
materials that lend themselves to 
checked patterns. Also, the nice, 
warm colours have a_ placebo 
effect, it seems. 


Jens. Obsession with lightness 
causes problems. It’s to do with 
foreign competition and “the need 
to export’. No Californian is going 
to hump a cotton Vango 10 along 
the Pacific Crest, for example. 


AHesult; The Designer Tent, 
conceived by architects or interior 
designers. Great to lie in, buggers 
to erect with frozen fingers or while 
being beset by clouds of midges. 
In short, perfect for sun-baked 
Auvergne, but unable to compete 
with the Vango 10 on snow-swept 
Braeriach or in midge-ridden Glen 
Etive. 


Jack Wills, 
Isle of Seil. 
Aral 
Cancer § 
CHECKED 
SHIRT!! 


‘Checked shirts. 
Canadians swear 
them...” 


by 
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Dear TAC, 


| read with no little interest your 
fascinating Frontpoints feature 
concerning hill navigation, TAC3, 
which had me on the edge of my 
seat throughout with the most 
radical comments to date on that 
most venerated piece of origami, 
the Ordnance Survey map! 


As a veteran hillwalker of two 
score years and two, | gasped 
aloud on_ discovering that 
Ordnance Survey was not the 
name of the chap who created this 
particular form of cartography, but 
merely quote “The oddly formal, 
crypto-military name” unquote (sic) 
of the publication. | was completely 
taken aback. 


| had previously always included 
Ordnance Survey along with other 
great achievers of past and 
present such as Edison Screw the 
inventor of the incandescent 
electric light bulb, Lilia White who 
gave us crampons, Ben Arthur 
who discovered The Cobbler and 
Ronnie Corbett (yes, you’ve 
guessed), the co-author of 
Munro’s Tables. (Where, | hear 
you ask, do | find these astonish- 
ing snippets of serendipity?) 


Last, but most certainly not least, 
allow me to congratulate all of 
those responsible for this most 
delectable little mag, and also 
(Sorry, no congratulations allowed 
- ungrateti! Ea.) 


Yours, 
Alex H.M.Macadam, 
Erskine. 


P.S.- Your interesting article on 
the Lake District gave rise to 
another valid point. On the day of 
ieee reporters visit to Skiddaw 
ittle Man, was it frosty? 


(Implication being that Coniston 
Old Man and The Devils Foimt 
share the same euphemistic 
eymology? - contused Eda,) 


Dear Sir, 
| refer to Issue No.2 of your 
magazine, and the impolite 


language used to describe Tories 
in paragraph two of page 20. 


May | assure you that Labour 


politicians do not hold a monopoly 
of the appreciation of Scottish hills. 
Despite a busy schedule as Con- 
servative Leader of Dartford 
Borough Council, | manage visits 
to Scotland at least three times a 
year. | remember a most pleasant 
stay at Nancy Smith’s Hostel in 
Fersit, where | spent much of 
three evenings discussing the poli- 
tical situation with a young man 
who had previously been an un- 
paid researcher to John Smith and 
who was at that time a_ paid 
political assistant to Dave Weitzel, 
the Labour Leader of the London 
Borough of Hounslow. 


| have been walking in the Scottish 
hills for nearly 20 years and | very 
much lament the growing populari- 
sation of some mountains. 
Whereas in the mid-seventies one 
could guarantee a Solitary day, 
often well away from the beaten 
track, provided one did not select 
one of the top twenty mountains, 
now there seem to be tourists in 
all directions and increasing signs 
of erosion and urbanisation in the 
most remote corners of Scottish 
Munros. 


For this reason, | find the Corbetts 
and other mountains giving me 
increasing pleasure and | very 
much support the aims and philo- 
sophy of your Magazine. 


| recall spending Hogmanay, a 
couple of years ago, at Alltbeithe 
(Glen Affric). As everyone else 
was charging off in a desperate 
rush to tick off Sgurr nan Ceath- 
reamhnan, my friends and | 
enjoyed a leisurely and peaceful 
climb of Sgurr Gaorsaic. It was a 
beautiful sunny day and the final 
five hundred feet were under 
snow. Hamish Brown records that 
when he finally climbed Sgurr 
Gaorsaic it was on a foul day and 
the rewards were few. | can con- 
firm that the rewards were many 
on that day and we enjoyed a 
tremendous panorama of snow 
capped summits during the fleet- 
ing hours of daylight. | understand 
that the summit of Ceathreamhnan 
was more packed that day than 
Piccadilly Circus. (Where? - 
poory-travelled Ed.) 


On another occasion, | enjoyed a 
delightful climb of Carn Mor, the 
highest point in the triangle of land 
between Kiltarlity and Glen Urqu- 
hart, rising to a stunning 428 
metres. We had magnificent views 
across Strathglass and into the 
hills of Strathfarrar. 


This summer | spent some 
pleasant days at Uig in northwest 
Lewis, enjoying views of the 
distant Flannan Isles. How 
pleasurable it is to swim on a 
deserted silver sanded beach and 
within two hours to be enjoying a 
magnificent panorama across the 
moors to the distant mountains and 
islands from the summit of Suaina- 
val. My companion on that summit 
was a Czechoslovak student 
and | commented to him that he 
will probably be the only Czech in 
his lifetime to ascend that peak. 
(Whoops! - almost succumbed to a 
lasteless joke about an overweight, 
recently deceased Czech news- 
paper magnate - politic rather than 
Political Ed. ) 


Please keep up the good work with 
your Magazine but leave out the 
political bias. It has no place on or 
about the Scottish mountains. 


Yours faithfully, 
Cllr. Kenneth Leadbeater, 
Leader, Dartford Borough Council. 


a | ae 


Dear TAC, 
Your readers will I’m sure be 
delighted to know that once 


they've bagged all the Munros, 
Corbetts and Donalds, there is a 
new challenge for them. This is 
mentioned in the biography of 
Annie Lennox by Lucy O’Brien: 
”... monroes - hills or mountains 
over 700 feet’. | venture to 
suggest that to avoid confusion the 
name “Marilyns” might be more 
convenient. 


Yours, 

Val Hamilton, 

Stirling. 

P.S.- I’m not a Munrobagger 
I’m a Munrobagger’s wife 
I’m only bagging Munros 
Cos it means a quiet life. 
(277 verses to follow...) 


Dear TAC, 


What a fine rag! About time, and 
funny to boot! | hereby enclose my 
top 15 celebrity hillwalkers (the 
pastime is becoming so popular 
that its only a matter of time 
before names like these appear): 


Eaddie the Eagach 

Vanilla lce-axe 

Kagoule & the Gang 

Dave Lee Traverse 

Noddy (Map) Holder 

Brian (Kyle of Lochalsh) Ferry 
Dis-Goretex & the Sex O’Lettes 
“Midge” Ure 

Phil Cuillins 

Ringo Storr 

Gorge Michael 

The Breech Boys 

Dave “Hill” (of Slade) 

Belay Bragg 


All the best (bitter), 
David “Wells”, 
Cathcart. 


(Ed.- Only 14 actualy, but theres 
no counting tor taste. Anyone else 
got similar crap lists? Send them 
Mn) 


Annie Lennox 


Annie took advantage of this arrangement, first learning the piano 
with Mrs Murray, a conscientious, patient character who had a 
penchant for hill walking. Right into her seventies, the old lady 
would tackle ‘monroes’ —. hills or mountains over 700 feet. She 
taught the piano ‘correctly’, providing Annie with a good grounding 


in theory. 
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This land is your land... 


* Hard on the heels of our tale of telephones atop the summits (see 7//s /a7d..., TAC2), 
comes a similar story of hi-tech electronic proliferation. This time the scene is Beinn 
Narnain and the object in question a short-wave radio transmitter. Now, there would 
appear to be two perfectly valid hill-uses of such a device: as an aid to mountain rescue, 
or aS a means of making scale-model Battle of Britain fighter planes perform 
mind-boggling radio-controlled aerobatics in the wide, blue Highland skies. But neither of 
these seem to have been the case here, it merely being another example of the 
ever-growing yuppiefication of our hills. Which leads one to wonder if, in this age of the 
apposite acronym, it isn’t time to start lobbying for a Banish All Gadgets Indoors Treaty? 
Or perhaps, more simply, to inaugurate an autumn cull, similar to that of deer and grouse, 
for too-trendy-by-half climbers? 


* Following our revelations of the 100% betesticled JMCS having rejected a motion to 
admit female members of the opposite sex at its last AGM, we receive a report of a 
so-called “vice’”-president of the club partaking in what Private Eye traditionally calls 
Ugandan Discussions on the slopes of Stuchd an Lochain one recent autumn evening. Not 
wanting to appear moralising or judgemental, the witness to this sordid and depraved 
scene merely wondered whether it was a surreptitious attempt to get a woman “in the 
club”, or simply part of a novel way of completing the Munros. Perhaps we should be told. 


* Trading standards department: The wee Spar shop in Crianlarich. A Saturday in early 
October. Three early morning climbers enter, foraging for food. Or, rather, one of them, his 
rucksack already well-stocked, flicks through Golf Monthly whilst his companions buy their 
sweeties and ginger. Face-like-fizz assistant marches round to magazine rack and initiates 
the following exchange: “You buying or just looking?”, “Just looking”, “In this shop you 
don’t look at things before you buy them”. Forgive us if we’re wrong, but unless the Ark of 
the Lord’s Covenant is on sale, or braille barcodes have been introduced, this seems a 
trifle small-minded. Perhaps the roadsign stating “Crianlarich - All services” should be 
extended to read: ”...apart from Customer Service”. 


* Whilst on the subject of pedantry and roadsigns, backpage namechecks on offer to 
anyone informing this column of signs similar to these in Kirk Yetholm: “Toilets 182 yards” 
and “Toilets 72 yards”. Obviously someone in Borders Regional Council has a lavatorial 
sense of humour. 


* And another sign of the times has given your editor an inkling of just why people choose 
to pay vast amounts of money to stand in the rain all day, dangling pathetic bits of nylon 
String into murky rivers, rather than healthily and inexpensively rinnin’ aboot the braes. It’s 
simple - they don't, at least if a B & B near Crocketford in Galloway is to be believed: “All 
rooms en suite trout fishing”. Sounds good to us. 


ORDER YOUR MURDO MUNRO T-SHIRT! - THE IDEAL CHRISTMAS PRESSIE!! 
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